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He received us now at his palace in Dholpur City, a
huge redstone building where the accommodation
for each guest includes besides his bedroom, bath-
rooms and a boudoir, two spacious reception-rooms
and a terrace. When we arrived the Maharaja was
in residence at a small secluded palace some six
miles from the capital, overlooking a golf-course
carved out of the virgin jungle, far from the genus
homo, amid the creatures of the wild.
The Maharaja comes of the Jat stock, next of kin
to the Rajputs. Never I have met a better story-
teller. Highly cultured and gifted with no mean
wit, he regaled me during our long walks together
with charming legends of his country, and ex-
pounded to me some very curious theories of life.
What most impressed me was his gentleness and
piety ; indeed, the rule of universal charity that
he practises is in the Buddhist rather than in the
Hindu spirit. Though he did not go to the length
of the Jains and Buddhists in his respect for life,
down to its humblest form, the idea of killing
animals disgusted him.
" The big deer we call sambhur," he once said
to me, " had come to look on men and tigers as
their natural foes. I've cured them of that notion.
This evening you'll see them trooping to my palace
to feed, like children, from my hand."
As night was closing in, we gathered in a group
in front of his residence, our arms piled with sticks
of sugar-cane and flat girdle-cakes. I could hear
the footfalls of animals trampling the leafy carpet
of the glen below, two hundred yards away. One
by one the great stags stepped forth from the coverts
and filed up towards us in long lines, halting now
and then to drink from the water-troughs of tessel-
lated marble which the Maharaja has sunk in his

